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ADVERTISEMENT. 


MAN v of the following little 
poems, written on various occaſions, 
have, from the temporary nature of 
the ſubject, been ſent to ſome perio- 
dical publications, particularly the 
European Magazine, and the Morn— 
ing Poſt. The ſame circumſtance, 
of their being in general compoſed 
with a view to ſome recent tranſac- 
tion, has induced the author to col- 
let them together with many others 
that have not yet appeared iu print, 
2nd offer them in their preſent rude 


and unpoliſhed ſtate to the public. 
BER NE To 


(i ) 

To ſelect and finiſh, to reviſe and 
correct, 1s the buſineſs of thoſe who 
_ aſpire to ſolid fame, and mean that 
their works ſhould reach poſterity ; 
but as the author of the bagatel/les 
contained in this little volume has 
no ſuch aim or pretenſions, he truſts 
that while he exempts himſelf from 
the Horatian precept, the candid in- 
dulgence of the reader will ſecure 


him from the ſeverity of rigid 
criticiſm, 


 POETICAL 


POETICAL TRIFLES. 


ON HAIR-POWDER BEING DISCARDED BY THE 


* LADIES. 


WRITTEN AFTER THE CONCLUSION OF THE, 
LATE PEACE, | 


SINCE the bleflings of peace have again reach'd 
our iſle, 


And crown'd us with happy repoſe ; 
Our powder and ſhot lie neglected awhile, 
In reſerve for our inſolent foes. 


But our beautiful girls, ſtill to miſchief inclin'd, 
Have only the powder thrown by; 

More fatal thaa ever, the ſhot we now find, 
Unerring that dart from their eye ! 
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Vet ſpare us, ſweet damſels, nor kill us outright, 
Let the banners of peace be diſplay'd; 

And with conqueſt let clemency ever unite, 
'To heal the dread wounds you have made ! 


MIDSUMMER EVE. 


M aj ESTIC, lo! yon ſetting Sun, 
In beauteous pomp declines ; 

See, how the Weſt with crimſon glows, 
Streak'd with refulgent lines! 


Behold how Nature to its reſt, 
Each being ſeems t'invite ; 

The nightingale's melodious ſong, 
Sweet ſong ! proclaims the night. 


E'en now, pale Luna's placid orb, 
| Yields us her filver rays ; 
Whilſt all around the evening breeze, 
In pleaſing ſoſtneſs plays! 


Now, to their manſions go the great, 
The peaſants to the vale; 
Each Iver to his fair one now 


Repeats the tender tale ! 2 
THE 


MO 
THE NAP. 


As Dick his uſual nap was taking, 
(The dinner juſt remov'd;) 

Charlotte, ever briſk and waking, 
All ne diſapprov'd. 


From Dick, who gil ſomnif*rous kept, 
This anſwer ſhe receiv'd; | 

«© Charlotte, if man had never “ ſlept 
No woman e' er had liv'd !”? 


Pertly, the little ſlut replies, 
How much from s you reap 

«© But for our ſex to ope your eyes, 
*« You would for ever leep ! 


THE AIR BALLOON; 


By land let them travel, as many as liſt, 
And by ſea, thoſe who like the hard fare; 
In an airy balloon whilſt I fit at my eaſe, 


And pleaſantly glide thro” the air! 
| ® Cenelis. 
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Round 
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Round this globe is the fartheſt they ever can reach, 
Let them travel night, morning, and noon; 

Such excurſions as theſe, are but mere bagatelles, 
When compar'd with a trip to the Moon! 


* —— 
14. 


In my chariot aerial, how pleaſing to ride, 

And ſee my good friends in the ſtars, J 
| Take a breakfaſt with Merc'ry, and dine if I pleaſe, 
With Jupiter, Saturn, or Mars! 


——ä—— w_ we 


And ſhould I fatigued, or weariſome prove, 
Whilſt from planet to planet I'm dodging ; 

| With Venus, I'm welcome to tarry all night—— 

Where on earth can you find ſuch a lodging ? 


IMPROMPTU 


| DURING A LONG TEDIOUS SERMON. 


My very good friend, 

| Pray come to an end, 

And let us“ in peace now depart ;* 
For ſermons ſo long, 
Are like an old ſong, 

Too much to be gotten by heart ! 
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THE MONTH OF MAY. 


I. 


NarTuR E, now rais'd from Winter's couch, 
Puts on her brighteſt, beſt array ; 
Creation welcomes her approach, 


And hails the chearful month of May ! 


II. 


Phcebus, his chariot nearer drives, 
Gives life and vigour by each ray ; 
All animation now revives, 


Wak'd by the genial month of May! 


III. 


No piercing colds, or chilling blaſt, 
Bear o'er the earth their rigid ſway 

The ftorms are over, gone, and paſt, 
And left ſerene the month of May ! 


IV. 


Verdant, around the proſpect glows, 
(Of bounteous Heav'n a rich diſplay ;) 
And flowers their various ſweets diſcloſe, 
To deck the pleaſing mo2th of May ! 


B 3 Sweet 
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V. 


Sweet warblers, raifing loud their ſong, 
Perch'd on each new enliven'd ſpray, 

Notes fraught with melody prolong, 
To harmonize the month of May! 


VI. 


The lambkins round their bleating ewes, 
In antic dance and ſportive play; 
Their little tributes can't refuſe, 
To celebrate the month of May ! 


VII. 


With joy the farmer views his lands, 
His looks all jocund, blyth, and gay; 

And ſees the toil of lab'ring hands, 
Rewarded in the month of May ! 


THE ORIGIN OF LOVE. 


WHEN Heav'n to mortal man would give, 
Some treaſure from above, 

A jewel dropt—on earth it fell, 
And here was called Love! 


LINES 


E 


LIN ESTO A COUNTRY FRIEND ON THE DEATH 


OF HIS WIFE. | 


TIE abſence of ſo dear a friend to mourn, 
Is but a tribute unto Nature due; 

Brutal are thoſe, who ev'ry tie diſown, 
Or ceaſe their loſs to ſympathize with you ! 


But ſtill, to frantic grief we ne'er ſhould yield, 
Or at th' Almighty will>ſo long repine : 
Calmly, thy leſſon take from yonder field, 
Where Nature's works to teach thee will combine, 


Thoſe trees behold, wbich now from foliage bare, 
No pleaſing proſpect to our eyes afford; 

Stern Winter's death they all united ſhare, 
And piercing cold preſides their ſovereign Lord! 


Yet, when the Spring its genial warmth diſplays, ' 
Each opening bud new beauties ſhall diſcloſe ; 
And when bright Sol emits his chearful rays, 
All Nature with unbounded verdure glows ! 


So ſhail her ſoul, by Reſurrection's pow'r, 
With new born vigour ſoar beyond the ſkies ; 
Ceaſe then (like her) to mourn the parting hour. 
And know—tby loſs was her eternal prize 
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©N DR. GRAHAM'S CELEBRATED LECTURE IN, 


__ THE TEMPLE OF HEALTH, 


| WII EN Ab'ram, tho? but juſt five- core, 


By Sarah had a child, 
At nothing could they marvel more, 
A miracle 'twas ſtil'd! 


But our good Doctor clears the way, 
To many a ſtranger birth, 

And proves that we, far older, may 
With offspring fill the earth! 


Nor only ſo, but laughs to ſcorn, 
The former puny race; 
Our children ſhall poſſeſs when born, 
Stout limbs and jolly face! 


All hail! great Doctor, then to thee, 
For obligations weighty ; 

We're boys and girls, at threeſcore three, 
And in our prime at eighty ! 


Britain, through thee, ſhall boldly ſtand, 
And bid the world defiance ; 

What nation, but muſt dread the hand, 
Of ſuch a race of giants? 


But 


1 
But yet I fear, amidſt all this 
Corporeal excellence, 


We {till ſhall lack, to crown our bliſs, — 
Thy matchleſs impudence! 


ON A YOUNG LADY EXPRESSING HER TARA 
TIALITY FOR THE WEEPING WILLOW. 


FAR let the weeping willow reſt, 
(s That melancholy tree;) 
Nor ſorrow ever be thy gueſt, 
Or find a home with thee! 


But may the trees of joy and peace, 
Thy days with pleaſure crown, 

And with thy years their fruits encreaſe, 
Unhurt by Fortune's frown! 


ON THE AUTHOR'S OMITTING TO WRITE. 
SOME LINES ON A YOUNG LADY, AGRER« 
ABLE TO PROMISE, 


You think me not a poet then, 
Sweet, but provoking fair 

I own I'm forc'd to drop the pen, 
When you the ſubject are 


No 
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No wonder! Since your worth to ſhow, 
Each bard muſt ſtrike his lyre; 
Milton and Pope with ardour glow, 
And ev'ry Muſe inſpire ! D 


THE RETURN OF SPRING. 


8 TE RN ſullen Winter now is dead, 
Nor more his ſnows or froſts ſhall bring; 

His unpropitious hoary head, | 
Lies vanquiſh'd by the pow'r of Spring! 


But ſee, from out the tyrant's grave, 
New verdant beauties daily pour ; 

Each quiv'ring leaf which zephyrs wave, 
Rejoicing fings—** his reign is o'er !”? 


His death makes all creation glad, 
(Form'd but to kill and to deſtroy ;) 

The fields in lively robes are clad, 
The hills and vallies ſhout for joy ! 


From off his head, they take the crown, 
And place on Summer's ſmiling brow ; 
All join their beauteous king to own, 
And all with patriot ardour glow ! 
| Cloſe 


oſe 


EI 
Cloſe by his ſide in bright array, 
(Her locks with Flora's chaplet bound) 


Vas plac'd the blooming Queen of May, 
And ſcatter'd odours all around ! 


ON THE WORD, NO. 


BRLINDA, ſweet girl; with a frown anſwer'd No, 
When Amander petition'd a kiſs; 

Do you really ſay No ?—again it was No, 
So it's plain that her meaning was, yes ! 


From this, we may learn, the firſt No not to mind, 
When to wedlock our charmers we preſs ; 


Make them ſay No and No, and perchance we may 
find, 


This dread No, twice repeated, is Yes ! 


EPITAPH ON AN OLD MAID. 


Ta BBY, immaculate and pure, | 


Who liv'd a ſpotleſs maid, - 


From man, ne'er thought herſelf ſecure 
Till in her cofhn laid! 


Full 
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Full threeſcore years ſhe ſtood the teft, 
Of all our ſex's art; 

Not One could warm her icy breaſt, 
Or melt her frozen heart ! 


Tho? long ſhe kept her virgin ſtate, 
Death raviſh'd her at laſt ; 

She ſtruggled, bur, O! cruel Fate, 
He held poor Tabby faſt! 


IMPROMPTU 


IN HAMPSTEAD CHURCH—A VERY HOT DAY, 


AND THE TEXT, 


— 


« BEAR ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS,” 


"E ACH other's burdens for to bear,” 
If that's to be our lot; 

It ſhould have been a Winter's text, 
For Summer tis too hot! 


LINES. 
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You aſk, why love's ſo great a foe to peace, 
And why a lover's pain ſhould never ceaſe 
Firſt aſk, why yonder roſe which ſcents the morn, 
Should not as ſweetly blow without a thorn ? 

Or why thoſe bees who loads of honey bring, 
Should bear ſo choice a ſweet, ſo ſharp a ſting? 


Haſt thou not ſeen ſome bright, unclouded days, 
When Phoebus darts, unveild, his pureſt rays ? 
Such conſtant ſunſhine, tho? itſelf benign, 
Tends but to make us ſenſeleſs and ſupine ; 

But ſhou'd ſome clouds at periods intervene, 
We hail with joy the Sun which ſhines between : 
So, tho? in love, ſome miſeries we meet, 

His bitters ſerve but to enrich the ſweet ! 


IMPROMPTU © 


ON READING OVID'S METAMORPHOSIS. 


IMPERIAL, great, Almighty Jove, 
Ev'n thou waſt once ſubdued by love; 

No wonder then, that fleſh and blood, 
Yields to that pow'r which rul'd a God! 


8. 5 | COLIN 
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COLIN TO SYLVIA, 


WITH A RIBBON. 


AccEP T, ſweet girl, this ribbon gay, 


| And end a lover's fear ; | 
8 The rich, more coſtly, vows: may mol 
[| But cannot—more fincere ! 
i 
| T I M E. 
hi 
| 
0 OLD Father Time ſtands ſtill for none, 
if This moment here, the next he's gone; 
| And tho? you ſpeak him e'er ſo kind, 
i He'll never lag one ſtep behind; 
| So if with him, good friends you'd be, 
# You e'en muſt run as faſt as he 


LINES ON MR. PITT, 


WHEN Chatham died, Britannia bow'd, 
E.. And mourn'd his abſence long in vain 
" Till Heav'n another Pitt beſtow'd, 
| And Chatham's ſpirit rais'd again ! 
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LINES SENT UP WITH AN AIR BALLOON. 


FROM Ilampſtead hill I took my flight, 
- Expoſed to public view; | 
With body light and“ ſpirits bright, 
Quick thro? the air I flew! 


But here, alas! my rambles end, 
(Extinct my vital flame 3) 

So pray kind friend, your pity lend, 
And take me whence I came. 
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IMPROMPTU 


ON BEING LOCK'D IN AT KENSINGTON GAR - 
DENS, THE GATES OT WHICH ARE USUALLY 
SHUT AT NINE O'CLOCK. 


From Paradiſe, Adam and Eve were ſhut out, 
As a puniſhment due to their fin ; 
But here, after nine ſhould you loiter about. 
For your puniſhment you'll be ſhut in / 


* TLe balloon was ſent up with lichte i ſpirits of vine, 
EPITAPH 


— — 2 — * 
— — — 
oy 


- 2 _ , 
— —— — — - 

- — — — — - —_ Mi 

—” —„- — R_T————@O — — — , — — — 


2 > 4 - — 
= — KK 2 


= — — — 


— — 2 —U—d' 


— — 


— — * 
3 —— ⏑ ĩÄ1 
3 - 


I —  -  - 


[ 26 ] 


Ir 


ON AN ITINERANT LINEN DRAPTR. 


CoTTONs and Cambricks all adieu, 
And Muſlins too farewell; 

Plain, ſtrip'd, and figur'd, old and new, 
Three quarters, yard, or ell, 


By yard and nail I've meaſur'd ye, 
(As cuſtomers inclin'd;) 
The church yard now has meaſur'd me, 
And nails my coffin bind! | 


But now my kind and worthy friends, 
Who dealt with me below ; 


I'm gone to meaſure Time's long end 
You'll follow me I know ! 


EPIGRAM ON MICHAELMAS DAY. 


* 1 
FIVE thouſand geeſe this day are doom'd to die, 
O! what a thinning of community! 


EPIGCRAM 


RAM 
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E PI G RR A M 


* ON BLUSTER. 


How kind has Nature unto Bluſter beet, 
Who gave him dreadful looks and dauntleſs mien; 
Gave tongue to ſwagger, eyes to ſtrike diſmay, 


And, kinder ſtill, gave legs to run away! 


L IN E S f 


ON MR. LUNARDI, THE FIRST PERSON WHO 
ASCENDED ALONE IN AN AIR BALLOON, AND 
THE FIRST WHO WENT UP IN ENGLAND. 


WHEN brave Lunardi ſear'd on high, - 
And dangers boldly ſpurn'd ; 

What breaſt but heav'd an anxious figh, 
And wiſh'd him ſafe return'd ? 


Of heroes, Britain owns her ſhare,.. . 
In * Water, + Earth, and ft Flame z 
But yet no hero had in Air, 
Till great Lunardi came 


. Naval engagements, + Land engagements. t Martyn. 


C EPICRAM 
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ON A CRITIC, 


PHILOSOPHERS once liv'd we're told, 
Who ev'ry metal turn'd to gold ; 

But critics now, with keener head, 

Can turg the pureſt gold to lead! 


ON MR. JUSTICE RUSSEL LEAVING ONE HUN-+- 
DRED POUNDS TO DR, GROSE TO WRITE EIS 


i EPITAPH, 

0 

10 'SAYS Charles, ſure the Juſtice muſt mad 5 
Ml | odds zounds! | 
1 To give for one epitaph ſo many pounds! 

1 Quoth Ned, you're miſtaken, ſince ev'ry one knows, 
0 When the hundred he leſt, it was meant for a Groſe ! 
i 

i THE GLOW-WORM. 

i $255 E 5 tk | 


fl E Ack glowworm ſhiaes with luſtre bright 
| The ſparkling diamond of the night ; 
But Nancy's eyes, with brighter ray, 
Are ſparkling diamonds of the day ! 
. LIiiS 


wh. 
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L IN E s 


52 
; \ 
ON THE PROSPECT WALK, HAMPSTEAD, «+ 


WHO, that from hence the op'ning landſcape views, 


His thanks to bounteous Nature can refuſe? _ 
The ſmiling country all around we 1 

Is checquer'd with a ſweet variety; 3 | 
Thoſe riſing hills, where verdure never fails, 
Receive addition from the humibtt vales ; 

And e'en yon heath, beſpread with furzes o'er, 
Tends to enhance the diſtant proſpect more! | 


But turn from thoſe eccentric charms the fight, 


* * _— 
4 


And view them in a ſmaller ſpace unite 
Where Nature with unufual luſtre gleams, "Ales 
And to one focus draws her pureſt beams; 
Like ſome clear ſtream that on its ſarface ſhows 
All Heav'n at once, with ev'ry ſtar that glows ! 


See how Belinda's ſoft enchanting eyes, 
Refte& th' empyreal azure of the f:ies ; 
No tints on earth can with her cheeks compare, 
1 han roſe more blecming, more than lilly fair! 


4 8 | Marks 
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Mark how that field, which flow'rs in myriads grace, 
Yields to the heauties of Clariſſa's face; 

Sweeter than new mown hay, her fragrant breath, 
Whiter than new-ſhorn flocks her iv'ry teeth! 


The tuneful choir their warbling trills prolong, 
And fain would imitate Lucinda's ſong ; 
1 The ſoaring lark, high mounting, ſtrains his throat, 


bl And up to Heav'n, purſues her heavenly note 

| if 

88 | . . . 

9 Phœbus now finking in the Weſt is ſeen, 

| 1 . . * * 

0 With ſmiles reflected from Louiſa's mien; 

| Nl Like her benign, with ſplendid beauties crown'd, 
[i indy he ſheds his beams on all around! 

Ul. nas, the faireſt ot the ev'ning train, 


198 \\ it borrow'd luſtre holds her nightly reign ; 
| than Cynthia is Amelia known, „ 
0 - tines with lucid brightneſs, all her own ! 


g 

| 

| 

l 

| 1 :ompare to Julia, lovely maid ! 
hy 145 unnumber'd are at once diſplay'd ? 

| cavities at her feet muſt fall, 
5 | nde, yet far excels them all! 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 
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ON A YOUNG LADY WISHING TO ASCEND IN 
AN AIR BALLOON. 


FORBEAR, ſweet girl, your ſcheme forego, | 
And thus our anxious troubles end; 

Swift you will-mount, full well we know, 
But greatly fear you'll not deſcend ! 


t, 


When angels ſee a mortal riſe, 
So beautiful, divine and fair; 
They'll not releaſe you from the ſkies, 
But keep their ſiſter angel there! 


ON THE TAX UPON HATS, WHEREBY EVERY 
: HAT ABOVE THE PRICE OF FOUR: SHIL- 
LINGS MUST PAY A DUTY AND BE STAMPED 

WITH THE CROWN. 


To the Crown, what diſgrace” this new tax, Sir, 
has brought on, 
To many a fool what renown 
For ſince tax upon hats was unluckily thought on, 
How many calves heads wear the crown ! 


C3 ON 
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ON THE LUNARDI BONNET AND GARTERS 
WORN BY THE LADIES. 


FROM the head of each fair down as low as the 
knee, | 

Thy dominions Lunardi are fixt 

Not a mcnarch ſo rich, or ſo happy ean be, 

Since there's nought but an Eden betwixt ! 


ON A LATE DUEL. BETWEEN A BAKER AND 
AN UNDERTAKER, (SATIRICALLY SUPPOSED 
TO HAVE BEEN OCCASIONED BY A CONTEN=- 
TION FOR ABSOLUTE DOMINION OVER THR 
REST OF MANKIND.) 


DEATH againſt life! O why ſuch ſtrife, 
My worthy undertaker ; 

Life again death! you're wrong i' faith, 
Indeed, good maſter baker! 


Black againſt white, why would'ſt thou fight, 
O ſable undertaker ? 


White agaiuſt black, good lack! good lack! 
Thou mealy duſty baker! 


Let no farther diſſentions between you be ſpread, 
One ſhall take us whilſt living, the other when dead! 


ON 


L 233 
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ON THE TAX UPON HORSES. | 


— 


'T HO! the tax upon horſes much treaſure amaſſes, 


Twould be ſtill more productive if laid upon aſſes 1 


ON BEING REPROVED BY AN OVER NICE YER 
. ; * 
SON FOR WRITING A DOUBLE ENTENDRE. 


I F in that light thoſe lines you view, | 
Or chuſe to make them bear that ſenſe ; 
My anſwer to all ſuch as you, 
Is —— Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe.” 


10 


WHEN Mis'ry drives her hapleſs child, 

To {ome obſcure receſs ; * 
Where all is dreary, waſte, and wild, 

And all is wretchednefs; = 


Then hope, like Philomel at night, 
Sits perch'd upon a thorn ; 

And fills the gloom with ſoft delight, 
To chear the wretch forlorn |! 


C4 His 
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His ſorrows for a moment end, 
No more he feels his woes 
Sooth*d by this ſweet enliv*ning friend, 
His breaſt admits repoſe ! 


Nor yet in ſleep, her warb'lings ceaſe, 
But then his thoughts beguile ; 

He dreams of plenty and of peace, 
And wakens with a ſmile ! 


THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS 
TO ELIZA, | 


THE apple, as in juſtice due, 
To Venus was decided: 

If the fourth Goddeſs had been you, 
It muſt have been divided! 


CUuPID's THRONE, 


6 UPID, at Heav'n's bar was tried, 
And ſentenc'd on the earth to rove ; 

(In vain the charge the God denied,) 
For playing tricks with mighty Jove. 


Before 


L . 


Before he went, mongſt other chat, 

«« Where wilt thou dwell,”” fair Venus cries ? 
The little urchin anſwer'd pat, 

«« Where ſhould I, but in Celia's eyes!“ 


« And fince old Ammon's deſtination, 
«« Has ſent me thus unkindly hence ; 

On that bright throne Ill take my ſtation, 
„And rule both Gods and men from thence! 


CUPID's LOOKING-GLASS, 


CUPID one day would be a beau, 
To Celia's toilet ſtrait he flies; 

His wings he powders white as ſnow, 
His looking-glaſs was Celia's eyes. 


Scarce he began, when quite amaz'd, 
Himſelf he ſees, full oft reflected; 
Confus'd, the God his pinions rais'd, 
And back to Heav'n his flight directed. 


Wild, he exclaims to beauty's Queen, 
As round he claſp'd his mother's knee; 
„Mamma, in Celia's eyes I've ſeen, , 


* A thouſand Cupids juſt like me: 
EPIGRAM 


1 26 J 
EFI AK 
ON AN OLD SHOE. 


"THROUGHOUT my life I've fore been preſt, 
And trampled under feet ; 
A ſtranger all my days to reſt, 

Or liberty ſo ſweet ! 


But now I'm gone and quite decay'd, 
Nor aught can me condole; | 

For he whoſe pow'r and wiſdom made 
Me, ——cannot ſave my ſole ! 


EF PF10 kk AN 


ON A LOTTERY-OFFICE KEEPER'S ADVER- 
TISEMENT, ENTITLED A NEW ROAD TO 
RICHES,” 


Tro' your, new road to riches” quite ſmooth 


may appear, | 
Yet the turnpikes, believe me, are dev'liſh dear! 


EPIGRAM 


1 


BE P'.17:G/R: A: M 
ON A PRUDE. 


I man, that dread monſter, but touch me I die, 
Cries Prudentia, a fly and affected young prude ; 
Yet to Strephon laſt night, when ſhe thought no 


ona dy, | ” 
How faintly ſhe whiſper'd him not to be rude ! 


ON THE MODERN THESIS OF TRUTH BEING 
A LIBEL. 


INDEED you flatter, Celia cries, 
You men are always full of lies. 
„No faith ſweet girl, I ſwear its true, 
Nor aught on earth can equal you?“ 


If true, ſays ſhe, tis all the ſame, 
And you are ſtill as much to blame; 
For Mansfield proves, as clear as bible, 


Truth may be flatt'ry or a libel ! 


EPIGRAM 
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E-P: 1G UR A N 


ON A DULL WRITER, 


SCRIBBLETONIUS, thy volumes whene'er we 
peruſe, | 
This idea they always inſtill ; 
That you pilfer'd, felonious, the brains of a gooſe, 


When you robb'd the poor bird of a quill ! 


wi Wy wl.t 


FHE BRITISH MOTTO. 


% HONI SOIT QUI MAL Y ERS.“ 


WHEN Britain acts by Britiſh laws, 
And rules with Britiſh ſkill ;. 
Whoe'er for quarrel ſeeks a cauſe, 
Or thinks her conduct ill; 
Her motto, ſhould. they take offence, 
I Foni ſoit qui mal y penſe! 


But when Britannia's arms they dare, 
And urge her to the fight; 

Or wage a baſe, vindictive war, 

| Her laurell'd crown to blight ; 

| Her ſword ſhall then explain the ſenſe, 

Of—Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe ! 


IMPROMPTU 


» 
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ON THE AUKWARDNESS OF THE SCENE SHIFT- 
ERS, IN REMOVING THR DEAD BODY OF 
SEMPRONIUS, IN THE TRAGEDY OF CATO, 
AT DRURY-LANE THEATRE. | 


T H Y fate, Sempronius, I deplore, 

Thou ne' er waſt us'd ſo ill before; 

For tho' by Juba fully ſlaughter'd, 

Thy corpſe was drawn, and almoſt quarter'd ! 


THE AEROSTATIC FAIR. 


" WHAT's that, „“ ſays Venus, in the ſkies, 
«© Which ſhines ſo bright this afternoon ? 


Young Cupid ſmil'd, and laughing cries, 
« Tis Phillis in an air balloon !”” 


His the invention, Merc'ry feigns, 
With damſels fair to furniſh Jove ; 
And ſave his godſhip future pains, 
Of leaving Heav'n on earth to rove ! 


AN 


* _— — 0 
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-- 


ANSWER TO AN ENIGMA PROPOSED BY A 


LADY, AND SIGNED CELIA, 
(s0LUTiON GOLD.) 
I F married, ſweet poetic fair, 
How happy he whoſe name you bear ; 


If not, Jet ev'ry youth be told, 
That Celia's worth her weight in gold ! 


nn 


ON A MISER. 


MosES, from Horeb water drew, 
(With joy the people glow'd ;) 

But had the fliaty rock been you, 
No water e er had flow'd! 


THE MYRTLE, 


THE myrtle, penſive droop'd its head, 
. With piercing cold compreſt; 
When Julia plack'd it, lovely maid, 


And fix' d it in her breaſt. 


- 
. 


Warm'd 


— 


I 


Warm'd by her boſom's gentle heat, 
Quickly each leaf revives; 

And intermixing ſweet with ſweet, 
In that Arcadia lives. | 


No wonder then, thy Strephon glows, 
With bliſs beyond compare; 
E'en vegetation lively grows, 
As ſoon as planted there ! 


ON MR, 


AND THE WIFE OF LORD 
BEING DETECTED TOGETHER IN A STONE 
COFFIN,” BELONGING TO SOME ARTIFICIAL 
RUINS ON H1S LORDSHIP'S PREMISES, 


DAYS death « againſt Cupid an action I'll bring, 


«« For what?“ ſays the God of Love, ſcoffing 
For encroachment, you rogue, cries the griſly 
King, 
«« And playing your pranks in a coffin !”? 


IMPROMPTU 


ON THE NUMEROUS. ELEGIES, &c. WRITTEN 
ON THE DEATH OF DR. JOHNSON, 


S RIBBLERs forbear, your rhymes on Johnſon ceaſe, 
Fo: „. il you write, he cannot reſt in peace! 


EP:GRAM 


L913 


ES PA1-GR- AM 


TO CELIA STIRRING A DULL PIRIE. 


H ow very dull that ſpark muſt be, 
Which Celia cannot raiſe ; 

And ſtirr'd fo oft, fair nymph by thee, 
Refuſes ſtill to blaze! 


B X'T E U NOR R 


ON AN ELDERLY LADY WEARING A LARGE 
WREATH OF FLOWERS IN HER HEAD=-DRESS, 


Dorcas, bedeck'd with wreaths ſo gay, 


This maxim ſhould remember ; 
That flow'rs adorn a ſmiling May, 
But not a cold December ! 


TWO BLANKS TO A PRIZE. 


I. 
IN the lott'ry of life, leſt dame Fortune beguile, 
This great truth you ſhould ever premiſe ; 
That altho? the bright Goddeſs may fi dae or ſmile, 


She has always—two blanks to a prize ! 
II, 


3 E 
8. 


1 1 


II. 


If a hufband you'd take, Miſs, —or you, Sir, a wife, 
From this maxim divert not your eyes; 

For of one, and the other, I'Il venture my life, 
There are more than two blanks to a prize! 


III. 


If in law you're entangled, why then filly man, 
As a friend give me leave to adviſe ; 

Slip your neck from the collar as faſt as you can, 
'Chere are fifty—two blanks to a prize ! 


IV. 


And if for preferment you're ſtriving at Court, 
Or by merit expect you ſhall riſe ; | 
Then your chance is not worth, Sir, three-foyrths of 
a groat, 
There are ninety—two blanks to a prize ! 


FROST AND SNOW. 
How harp the froſt! the ſnow how deep 


Roſina ſhiv'ring cries z 
That wretch's fate I pitying weep, 
Who braves th' inclement ſkies. 
| D Thea 


4 34 } 
Then weep for me, for mine's the woe, 
Young Belville ftrait replies ; 
Your boſom is the driven. ſnow, 
| Your heart, alad, is ice! 


IMPROMPTU 


ON A HANDSOME BAR-MAID. 


No wonder that the liquor vies 
With, nay all other far ſuppaſſes ;— 
Tis drinking near from the ſkies, 
When Venus ſtands to fill the glaſſes ! 


LIN. £14 Sr 


ON SEEING THE PRINCESS ROYAL AT COVENTs= 
GARDEN THEATRE, 


As leſſer di'monds round a brilliant plac'd, 
Receive its luſtre and are doubly grac'd ; 

So India's gems on Albion's Princeſs ſhine, 
And borrow ſplendour from her rays divine, 
Herſelf the brilliant, beautifal and fair, 

Rick above price, and bright beyond compare ! 
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@N THE DIRTY DRESS WOKN BY JUPITER IN 
THE BURLETTA OF MIDAS, AT COVENT=- 
GARDEN THEATRE, DEC. 13, 1784. 


- 


Is there no taylor in the ſkies, 
That Jupiter ſo ſhabby goes : 
It ev'ry mortal muſt ſurprize, 
That Jove ſhould want a ſuit of cloaths ! : 


But if no ſnips can there be found, 

To cut the cloth, or none to tack it; 
When next domeſtic jars reſound, 

Juno, I hope, will duſt his jacket ! q 


L I N E 8 
ON THE DEATH OF DR, SAM. JOHNSON. 


WIEN borne to heav'n, the muſe's arms between, 
Had I, great Johnſon, thine Eliſha been, 

Eager thy mantle I had caught, and then, 
Inſcrib'd a Johnſon's fame with Johnſon's pen 1 


But now, I dare not, impious, touch thy ſhrine, 
With diction rude, or with unhallow'd line; 

Yet though to filence aw'd, with grief ſiacere, 
The infant muſe ſhall think, and drop a tear! 


D2  EPIGRAM 
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E PI G R AM 


ON AFPBDANT. 


ON verbs and nouns, Pedantus dwells, 

To wit or ſenſe his ears are ſhut; 

He only cracks and gnaws che ſhells, 
Foo learned he, ro find the nut ! 


L IN E 8 5 


ON EARL TEMPLE, NOW MARQUIS OF BUCK= 
INGHAM. | 


WHEN George, with honours Temple crown'd, 
Approving plaudits echo'd round, 

Throughout Britannia's iſle; 

And from Hibernia's fartheſt ſhore, 
Warm acclamations daily pour, 

E'en foes on Temple ſmile ! 


True to thy King and Country's laws 
A friend ſincere to Britain's cauſe, 
Her laurels thou haſt won; 
Or in the ſenate, or at * Stowe, 
May fill thy patriot ardour glow, 
A bright unclouded Sun 

* His Lordſhip' 8 country ſeats 
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37 J 
THE TRIP. 


E VE, when ſhe Yell from bliſs to woe, 
Loſt were her beauties or conceal'd ;— 
A fairer Eve now falls, but lo! 
Thro* that what beauties are reveal'd : 


LIN E S 


x | 
ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY AGED 


BL 00MING with odorif'rous ſcent, 
And pleaſing each beholder's eyes, 

This beauteous flow'r by Heav'n was lent, 

From out the garden of the ſkies. 


Now, from this bourn by weeds o'ergrown, 
Where thorns ſpring up and mock our toil ; 
The huſbandman demands his own, 
And plants her in her native ſoil. 


There, ſhall eternal Summer glow, 
From'tempeſt free, or noxious blaſt; | 

Her rip'ning bloſſoms there ſhall blow, _ — 

Nor ceaſe whilſt Heav'n itſelf ſhall laſt!” 


D3_ | LIN 
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ON THE DEATH OF AN AMIABLE YOUNG 
LADY OF HAMPSTEAD, 8 5 


No ſcribbling ſorrow, nor the Muſe's tear, 
Shall deck, fair girl, thy ſad untimely bier, 
Numbers may ſmoothly flow, but not ſincere ! 


* 


No lines but Nature's can thy mem'ry grace, 
And thoſe are written in the mourner's face; 
Expreſſive there, this elegy we read, 

«« How lov'd whilſt living, how 3 dead! 1” 


EP IG R AM 


ON MRS. ABINGTON ACCIDENTALLY FALL- 
ING DOWN, | WHILST PERFORMING HER 


PART ON THE STAGE OF COVENT-GARDEN 
THEATRE. 


W 


O F ſuch faux pas, O Abington, beware, 
(It grieyes thy friends, ingratitude to ſee !) 
How could'ſt thou, cruel, and ungenerous fair, 
Fall on that ſtage, which long ſupported thee ! 


He'll wake, and grind you all to powder ! 


1 39 J 


ON THE NUMEROUS EPITAPHS, &t. WRITTEN 
ON THE DEATH OF DR. SAMUEL JOHNSON, 
A MAN IN HIS LIFE TIME CRITICALLY 

- NICE IN POINT OF, LITERATURE, 


WHEN Gulliver lay prone on ground, a 
The Lilliputians thrang'd around; n 
Unnumber'd was the hoſt that ran, i 
All o'er the great gigantic man! 


So Johnſon, now to earth laid down, 
A ſecond Gulliver is known ; "Ep 
The Lilliputian Poets'pour, , BW. 
Around his corpſe in numbers more 
Than e'er on paper ſcrawl'd before ! en 


See one, Parnaſſus? flax entwines, 
And binds him ſtropgly down with lines; 
Others their bells poetic jingle, 


' And fore Ge ne SL. . 


But O! take heed, ye ſons of Thumb, 
Nor come ſo near to meet your doom; 


For ſhould your noiſe be ſomewhat louder, 


— — 


D © +  EPIGRAM 
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E IG R AM 
TO ELIZA. 


1 N Paſſion's flame, alas, I burn, 
Whilſt you more happy freeze; 

To love's bright torch thy breaſt, O turn, 
And melting give me eaſe ! 


en 4 YOUNG LADY $ITTING AT CHURCH 


WITH HER BACK TO THE TEN COMMAND-=- 
MENTS, * 


„T HOU man not fieal,” Moſes expreſsly cries, 
To us that law his written code imparts ; 

But from thoſe tables, Celia turns her eyes, 
And in def ance—ſteals our very hearts! 


PHILOSOPHICAL EPIGRAM. 


SAYS the Earth to the Moon, ** you're a pilfering 
jade, | 
*« What you've ſtole from the Sun Is MORNE! all 
belief ;?? 
Fair Cynthia replies, Madam Earth, hold your 
prate, 
« The receiyer is alyays as bad as the thief In 
SONG 


[ 4 ] 


S ON G. 


IAM NO HAND AT THAT. 
I. 


W HEN firſt with young Jockey I danc'd on the 
plain, 
Nought but love was the theme of his chat; 
Said he, my ſweet maid, do not ſcoff at my pain, 
*«« Lord,” ſays I, “I am no hand at that!” 


4 U. 


One day when I ſaw him give Phcebe a kiſs, 
Underneath yon green oak whilſt they fat ; 

I could not endure ſhe ſhould ſhare in my bliſs, ; 
For I vow—*< I am no hand at that!“ 


III. 


When he preſs'd me to wed him, nor time longer loſe, 

O! my heart, how it went pit a pat; T 

He aſk'd me fo ſweetly, I could not refuſe, 
For indeed I am no hand at that! 


EPIGRA-. 
* 


WER 


E PIG R A M 


VN THE OPPOSITION BETWEEN THE MAIL 
AND BALLOON COACHES, FROM LONDON 
TO BATH AND BRISTOL, 


. WRITTEN AT BATH. 


as & WIXT the Mail and Balloon, what corfelt 
and pother, 
(In ſwiftneſs each hopes to RY 
'The men are divided *twixt one and the other, 
The ladies all vote for the mail / 


ON THE NAME OF GEORGIUM SIDUS, GIVEN 
BY MR. HERSCHEL TO HIS NEWLY 518- 
COVERED PLANET. 


TRE bard, great George, with Endleds . may 
crown, 
And hail a King illaſtrious wad benign; 
To diſtant ages ſpread his bright renown, 
And deck with George's name the flowing line. 


Herſchel has rais'd him to a nobler view, 
(The muſe tho? lofty, ne'er could ſoar ſo high 3) 

From Heav'n's rich treaſury, he a planet drew, 
And wrote a George's name in yonder ſky ! 

| 3 E L E G. 


1 


The breathleſs lungs now find a long repoſe, 


1 ] 


M T . 


No more life's ſtream in ruddy circuits flows, 
Extinct and cold the genial vital heat; 


Nor can the heart it's wonted meaſures beat! 


No more thoſe cheeks are ting'd with roſeat hue, 
No more the coral decks thoſe lips with red; 

No more the di'monds in thoſe eyes we view, 
No more around cheir brilliant rays are ſpread ! : 


So dropt the ſweeteſt flow'r in Nature's field, 
Pluck'd in her prime and in the glow of youth; 
How hard, my fair, thy life ſo ſoon to yield, 
How much I mourn thee, witneſs love and truth ! 


When o'er thy tomb my tears unnumber'd flow, 
When dry their ſource and eyes from moiſture free ; 
May every drop a weeping willow grow, | 
And take their root, as ſprang thoſe tears—from 
hee! 


And when each year their penſive branches ſhoot, 
Towards thy grave may all their leaves incline ; 

And drooping, ſhed o'er thee, their wat'ry fruit, | 
The tears be 1 ſorrow ſhall be mine! 


SONG 
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$ ON G. 
WRITTEN AT TWYFORD IN HAMPSHIRE, 


TUNE—* WHEN WILLIAM AT EVE,” 


W HEN Nature all bounteous divided her tore 
Her regard to fair Twyford was ſtrong ; 


With her richeſt productions, ſhe deck'd it all o'er, | 


And a ſtream to glide ſweetly along. 


Whilſt the linnet, the lark, and the nightingale join, 
To melodiouſly warble their ſong, 

The roſes and lillies their fragrance combine, 
And the ſtream glides more ſweetly along. 


Here, each nymph and each ſwain, with a good 


humour'd ſmile, 
Walk by moon-light yon meadows among; 
And of day they forget all the labour and toil, 
Whilſt the ſtream glides ſo ſweetly along! 


THE ENRAG'D CLIENT READING HIS LAWs 
gl YER'S BILL, 
INDEED, profound and learned Sir, 
You value high your great ſenſe; 


Your cloſe ſeal'd lips you cannct ftir, 
But out flies fix and cightpence ! 


149 


To ſee a lawyer out of hell, 
Doth ſore I own provoke me; 
You've left me nothing but the ſnhell 
Pray God the oyſter choak ye ! 


E PIO R A M 


ON CHANCE. 


G 00D God! cries madam with a frown, 
What havock ſince I've been from town ! 

Two ſaucers broke! and three beſt glaſſes * $4 
O! what a pack of careleſs aſſes ! 

That trinket too! (quite new from France) 
Lord! Madam, they were broke by chance.“ 


What! chance again! She's always here; 
(The very name I cannot bear ;) 
So often doth that jade offend, 
I wiſh ſhe'd now begin—to mend ! 


ON MR. WALKER'S PHILOSOPHICAL LECTUR SS. 


WHEN Walker ſhews us Nature's ſov'reign laws, 
Pleas'd, we behold one great eternal cauſe; 
Trace him to yonder ſyſtems of the ſkies, 
And hail a God, omnipotent and wile ; 

See order reign with majeſty and grace, 
Throughout the regions of unbounded ſpace l 


16 ] 

Nor doth our admiration leſs prevail, 
When taught to view him, in a ſmaller ſcale; 
Amaz'd with microſcopic aid we ſee, 

The great minutiz of the Deity! 

Myriads of living atoms crowd the fight, 
And ſtrike our eyes with rapture and delight ; 


Whilſt all his works (perfection knows no mean) 
Are higheſt fiviſh'd, where they're moſt unſeen! ] 


To ſenſe, tho* veil'd, may ne'er the tardy muſe, 

The grateful tribute of her lays refuſe ; 
But when with knowledge, arrogance is join'd, 

No pedant's brows, her laurels e'er ſhall bind! | 
In Walker's mien, we modeſt worth diſcern,  * 
Who whilſt he teaches, ſeems himſelf to learn; 
With manners affable, and accents mild, 
As Gay was once, ſo now be Walker ſtil'd, 
„In ſenſe a man, ſimplicity a child!“ 


4 MPR: MF 0D 
ON A SLEEPY PREACHER, 


| 9 O flow the words from Nathan crept, 
I turn'd to ſee if Nathan ſlept ;— 
The joys of Heav*n, and pains of hell, 
Ev'n Morpheus had deſcrib'd as well! 
The text which he enforces beſt, 


Is „Sleep on now and tate ycur reſt.” 
EO LOUISA/ 


A/ 
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LOUISA TO FERDINAND. 


HOWE' ER you uſe your ſex's art, 
And ev'ry ſubtle wile diſplay, 
Againſt them all I'll ſteel my heart, 
Nor yield it to your ſnares a preys _, 
Not oaths or promiſes your truth can bind, 
Fickle, inconſtant as the changing wind ! 


FERDINAND TO LOUISA IN REPLY. 


TAKE from your cheeks their roſy hue, 
And white that with the lilly vies ; 
Take from your lips th' ambroſial dew, 
And take thoſe Cupids from your eyes : 
Then, only then, thy Ferdinand can prove, 
Faithleſs to thee, and to his plighted love ! 


E PI G R AM 
ON JOSEPH AND POTIPHAR'S WIFE, 
T HO! wives like Potiphar's there's plenty, + 
Who're ſometimes wantonly inclin'd; 


Yet ſtill, to one PI hold you twenty. 
| You don't ancther Joſeph find! 


IMPROMPTU 
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IMPROMPTU 


Tro THE AUTHOR OF A NEW PLAY CALLED 
DECEPTION, WHICH WAS DAMN'D ON THE 
FIRST PERFORMANCE. | 


HAD your play been perform'd, Sir, whilſt 
Charley preſided, | 
*T would have met with a kinder reception ; ; 
But fince Adminiſtration by Pitt has been guided, 
Tis a maxim to damn all — 


E PIO R A N 
" ON THE the PIG, 


T H O' learned aſſes, calves and owls, 


Yow'll find in many a pedant prig ; 
How wonderful that all our ſchools, 
Only produce ore learned pig! 


IMPROMPTU 


{ 


TO CELIA WEARING A BREAST-KNOT OF 
CELESTIAL BLUE RIBBON. 


CELESTIAL, dear girl, is a name rightly givens 
For fix'd on your boſom tis ſealed in Heaven | 


1 49 ) 


en THE DANCE PERFORMED AT COVENT | 
GARDEN THEATRE CALLED 


6 oF EW WAY r :WOOING,”” 


"T HERE's a dance juſt come out at | the playhouſe 
ſays Sue, 
"Tis a new way of 3 I'm ald; | 
Briſk Kitty replies let who will take the new, 
50 I've but enough of the , ? 


ON A, COLD FROSTY DAY IN APRIL, 
To SYLVIA, 1 


WINTER Cer now we hop'd would end, 
But all, alas, is chill; 

Rude Boreas blows, the ſnows deſcend, 
And lakes are frozen fall. _ 


So you, fair maid, I hop'd to prove, 
An April morning bright; 
But found you to my ardent love, | 
Cold as a want'ry night!!! 


# 


E | In 
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In pity now, O let thy breaſt, ; 
Wich love's warm ardor glow ; 
Nor ſtand an icicle confeſt— 
A ſpring bedeck'd with ſnow ! | 5 


Let thoſe bright ſuns thy face adorn, 
With ſmiles ſerene and gay; 

And chear thy Strephon's heart forlorn, 
With their unclouded ray ! 


CUPID AND PLUTUS- 


CUPID would once a bauble buy, 
But ſhort of caſh—ſays he I'll try 
«« Of Plutus ſome to borrow :''—— 
Plutus replies, “ I none cer lend, 
% Burt yet I'll give you, as a friend, | | 
«« A guinea for each arrow.“ 


The little urchin ſaw with pain, 

His object he could ne'er obtain, 
But at ſo dear a rate; 

However loth, yet {till he parts 

With all his quiver full of darts, 
Then griev'd, but, ah! too late, 


Plutu8 


tus 


mn} 


Plutus well pleas'd, now laugh'd aloud, 
And by the river Styx he vow'd 

To ruin ſoon the God; 
(For long had love o'er ſordid gain 
Held in each lover's heart the reign, 
And all its pow'r withſtood.) 


So ſaid, in gold he dips each dart, 
And ſwift to ev*ry youthful heart, 
The gilded arrow flies; 
Qld Plutus now they all obey, 
And whilſt they own his ſov*reign ſway, 
The God of Love deſpiſe ! 
( 


% 
2 


THE KISS. 


SAY whence this ſoft enchanting bliſs, 
Which thrills extatic thro* each pore ? 
O Sylvia *tis thy balmy kiſs, 
(Sweet earneſt of a thouſand more !) 


Then, lovely maid, no more be coy, F 
Nor keep in chains thy Colinet 3 

Or grant the yet untaſted joy, 
Or teach the former to forget! 


= Ez  EPIGRAM 


. | CE .$ 
” 
E PIG R AM 


ON A PERSON FINDING FAULT WITH SOME 
LINES, THE MEANING OF WHICH HE DID 
NOV COMPREHEND. 


"*THOSE lines I vow, cries ſtupid Jack, 
Both wit and humour greatly lack ; 
The writer's ſure a ſilly aſs, 

Who would for ſenſe ſuch folly paſs.— 
'Thus Jack concludes with critic fury, 
Himſelf the counſel, judge, and jury ; 
But yet, from evidence tis plain, 
The fault was in the reader's brain ! 


Fl 


ON THE LEARNED PIG. 


MV dear Miſs Prue, cries Lady Fig, 
What think you of the learned pig ? 

O name (ſays Prue) the pig no more, 
He's now become a monſtrous bore / 
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IMPROMPTU 
ON HEARING "OF A FRIEND BEING, Dans 


GEROUSLY ILL WITH THE GOUT IN 110 
STOMACH, 
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M AY Heav'n far off the vile intruder ſend, 
Companion bad but dangetous boſom friend! 


— 
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8 UCH a Venus and Cupid no artiſt e' er drew, 


THAN 5 
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or $£81NQ A VERY INDIFFERENT PICTURE 
OF VENUS AND CUPID IN THE ROYAL AcA—- 
BE MY RXHIBITION, 


(Sure there's none will confeſs him a brother ;) 
It is plain that the painter, poor ſon], never knew, 
Thro' his lile-time, the one or the other! 


But if Pax IS, dear Daub, the reflection ſhould ſee, 
On his judgment, held up in that glaſs; 

A Apollo or Midas, ſo he, Sir, on thee, 
Would beſtow the long ears of an aſs! 


Yet hold—for perhaps by old Vulcan he's ſee d, 
To diſguiſe the bright Goddeſs all o'er ; 

In lopes that the Gods from enticement now ſree'd, 
Will de$R;. and ne'er cuckold him more Ei 
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ON MR. PITT. 


As when bright Sol has left our dazzled eyes, 
We trace his footſteps in the weſtern ſkies ; _ 
So when young Pitt his eloquence diſplays, 
We trace with joy great Chatham's parting rays : 

With patriot fire his youthful boſom glows, 
(Born to alleviate his country's woes!) 

There wit, ſenſe, truth, and honeſty have met, 
To cheer Britannia tho? her Sur be ſet! 


ON HEARING AN ECHO $ONG, ' PERFORMED 
AT DRURY-LANE THEATRE, WREREIN THE 
ECHO WAS LOUDER THAN THE YOICE. 


Echo was once a maid fo coy. 
Whene' er invok'd ſhe ſcarce replied ; 

Nor could we long that bliſs enjoy, 
Her faint reſponſes quickly died. 


Her tongue the nymph no longer ſpares, -* 
Like other ſemales bolder grown ; 
She lays aſide thoſe prudiſh airs, 
And anſwers in a louder tone! 
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MANSLAUGHTER. 


AMINTOR, once a youth jocund, 
Briſk, lively, gay, and ſmart ; 

From Celia's eyes receiv'd a wound, 
Which 9 him to "as roma 

Much he ;mplor'd, but N could move, 
She heard him with diſdain ; | > 

He droop'd and pin'd with hopeleſs love, 
Till death rekev*d his pain. 


His friends, who juſtly vengeance vow'd, 
For Celia's cruel ſport ; 

Of „ murder” ſtrait accus'd her loud, 
And brought her into Court. 


The damſel ſeiz'd with dread alarm, 
Swore by her truth and faith, 

The youth ſhe never meant to harm, 
"Twas ** accidental death.” 


The Jury who with pity mov'd, 
Allow'd the maid ſome quarter; 

As „ wilful murder” was not prov'd, 
They broughy it Ih man- laughter! 


EPIGRAM 


SINCE Fox's Heuſe is in this hole, 3 


AL I'VE, unnumber'd ſtays he made, 
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N THE DEATH OF THE NOTED SAM. HOUSE,+ 


A STAUNCH FRIEND TO THE COALITION 
INTEREST. | 


To tt intereſt once of coalition, 
Sam Houſe was ſtrengly knit; 
But having chang'd his diſpoſition, 

He now is in the Pit j—— 


% 


INSCRIPTION FOR SAM. HOUSE'S TOMBSTON Ba 


O! why will Reynard roam? 
The State would bleſs ſweet Charley's ſoul, 
If he'd but keep at home 
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ON A sTATYTMAKER. 


(He work'd induſtrious night and day ;) 
Ey'n dead he ftill purſues his trade, 3 
For here his bones will make a flay ! 4 
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ON AN OLD MAN BY THE CURISTIAN NAME: 


OF NICHOLAS, 


1A ER E reſts hard by this church-yard wall, 


The ſinful body of old Nick; 
Who tempted many an Eve to fall, 


And play'd them many a ſlipp'ry trick. 


But now the prieſt old Nick has laid, 
Faſt bound in yon deep murky hole; 


And could you think it? kindly pray d, 
That Heav'n at laſt would fave his ſoul !- 


B TT N yo 
ON A TAYLOR.. 
HERE lies a ſnip, 
Whom Death did nip, 
And ah, cut out too clever F 
With his long ſheers, 


He clipt his years, 
And cabbag'd him for ever! 


D r 1 
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Be LO w this turf a man dotkſitie, 
W .o dyed to live, and liy'd to die! 


* 


1 
DI TT O 
ON A BAKER. Ca 


BENEATH chis ſtone here lies old Cruſty, 
Who whilſt he liv'd was fat and crummy ; 

His bread, alas! is now turn'd muſty, | 
His dough is kneaded quite to mummy ; 

May flowers from out his duſt now ſpring, 

His elegy let crickets ſing ! 


From this, my friends, a warning's held out, 
('That all muſt die there's no denying ;) 
For tho? the ſtaff of life he dealt out, 
He could not prop himſelf from dying ; 
When Death appear'd he could not brave him, 
His ſtaff was broke, and nought could fave him! 
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ON AN UNDERTAKER, 


SABLE at length reſigns his breath, 

Who liv'd for many years on Death ; 

To him the tyrant had no terror, 

(He ſcorn'd thoſe idle vulgar errors :) 3 
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He followed him where'er he found him, 
Nor car'd tho' hundreds died around him; 
But like a Squire upon the plain, 

He bore away his maſter's flain ; 

No deed ſo black but for his van 

He ev'ry day would undertake : 

For why, he knew him in the end, 

A moſt fincere and faithful friend ;- 

Nor had his wants been e'er ſapplied, 
Had he his friendly aid denied. '% 
Death, who had long his ſervice known, 
And far too gen'rous to difown ; 

Now bade his toils and labours ceaſe, 
And call'd him home to reſt in peace 
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ADDRESSED + TO THE LADIES, 


'T O you, ye fair, 2 1 bright, 
And fill with various charms our raviſh'd fight, 
From whoſe ſweet forms angelic radiance pours, . 
And brings a Heav'n within theſe ſavour d doors, 
To you our author would his cauſe ſubmit, 
(Patrons of taſte, of ſentiment and wit ;) 
Your grace he courts, he dares not hope your praiſe, 
That would too high his flutt'ring ſpirits raiſe ; 

But 
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But if you grant him one indulgent mile, 
You amply pay his literary toil: 
That ſmile tranſmitted to each manly heart, 
It's ſoft perſuaſion will to them impart ; 
Like Phœbus who refleas from yonder moon, 
Refulgent beams that make e'en midnight, noon; 
So they (our Cynthia) will ts us convey. 
The emanations from your ſolar ray: 
Unleſs, indeed, with frowning angry mien, 
Some critic cloud ſhould darkly intervene; 
Our poet then to his poor hut muſt run, S 
Th' impending horrors of the ſtorm to ſhun :=* 
But flee thoſe fears, for all around at preſent, 
The atmoſphere is clear, ſerene and pleaſant !- 


— 


Young men, we know, your ſmiles will always move, 

Your lecks ' they'll watch and each kind glance 
improve; 

The elders too will own your potent ſway; 

And bow ſubmiſſive, happy to obey ; | 

All married men your pow'r muſt frankly ne 

When the wife ſmiles what huſband dares to frownt? 

And e'en the Gods by female ſoftneſs won, 

Will chear our bard from their exalted throne ; 

With thund'ring plaudits then they'll ſhake the 
ſpheres, 

 Liſpel his doubts, and baniſh all his fears; | 
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So ſhall our LOT, tho?” you in ſaſety dwell, 
Redeem'd by angels from a critic's hell ! 


And ſhould &'en condemnation be his doom, 
The ſentence milder from your lips will come; 
For whilſt the wretch you to his fate reſign, 
Your ſparling eyes will then with pity ſhine, 
And caſt o'er juſtice, Mercy's robe divine. 
| [To the male part of the audience. 
Yet no offence, kind Sirs, we hope you'll feel, 
| Whilſt we from you to that bright court appeal; 
To you addrefſes numerous have been made, | 
You heard, approv'd, and liberally paid ; 
This once forgive us if we turn our hand, 
And ſeek protection from a ſofter band. 
Beſides, one truth there yet remains untold, 
For this appeal the motive *twill unfold ; . 
Of Lords and Commons much our bard afraid is, 
So reſts his cauſe with this fair—Houſe of Ladies, 
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